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When Stone takes Izzy's beer 


Author's Notes: 
| was wondering what could / would / should have happened if Izzy and Stone had met back in the late 80's. 


Intro 


October 1988. Mother Love Bone is an up-and-coming band from Seattle, working on their songs and building 
their fan base mainly in the local club scene with the hope to get a recording contract soon and make an 
album. Thanks to their singer's music connections on the West Coast, the band gets a series of gigs in small 
clubs in the LA. and San Francisco areas. After playing their very first gig in LA, the band ends up celebrating 
in a club on Sunset where they mingle with the local fauna, which also includes a few local musicians who have 


already started to seriously climb up the fame ladder. 


Chapter | - When Stone takes Izzy's beer 


That night, Slash, Duff and Izzy were out drinking. Slash and Duff had managed to drag Izzy out of his 
apartment to this overly busy club promising him a night of fun and excitement. Izzy couldn't believe how 
naive he might have been for believing them and why on earth he was even thinking that going out with the 
two of them could result in anything else than watching Duff and Slash drinking themselves into a coma. As 
predicted, half an hour after their arrival at the club, Izzy was on duty to count the shots between his two 
bandmates. By 10.45 pm, he was beyond fed up and ready to leave them to their drinking contest, which Duff 


would surely end up winning anyway, so there was not much suspense or reason to stick around. 


Before leaving the place, Izzy decided to get a last drink on his own, so he went to the bar to order from 
there instead of waiting for a waitress to pass by the table where he was previously sitting with Slash and 
Duff. The bar area was crowded, obviously. Still, being famous had his advantages and therefore the bartender 
didn't keep him waiting. He took his order right away and would be back with his beer in a second. Next to him 
were a bunch of guys talking loudly and laughing. Izzy could tell they were not from here from the way they 
were speaking but mainly from the way they were dressed. He overheard them speak about the concert they 
had given a few hours ago. Must have been a band on tour coming from god knows where. A quick glance at 


two of the guys whose faces were turned in his direction told Izzy that they did not look familiar. 

The bartender placed a fresh beer bottle on the counter next to Izzy. As he reached to pick it up, the guy 
next to him did the same and both their hands ended up on the bottle. Izzy's eyes crossed with the other guy 
who was holding the neck of the bottle. Before he could say anything, the guy smiled and spoke. 


"Sorry but | think | ordered before you", he said with a self-assured but polite tone that sounded quite out of 
context in the partying LA. crowd surrounding them. 


"And how can you be so sure?", Izzy asked, too surprised by the comment to be annoyed, and wondering who 


the hell was this guy. 

"Because you just arrived but | was already here. Besides, | need this more than you do", the guy continued, 
still holding the bottle. "Not in my element here", he said, as he gestured to point at the people around. "I need 
to start getting drunk, shouldn't take me too long." 

The whole explanation and face of the guy as he was talking made Izzy smile inside. He sounded fairly serious 
about the need to get drunk, he also looked young and very handsome and actually yes, pretty out of place 
with his attitude and outfit in this Sunset glam bar and club. 


In the meantime, noting that he was one order behind or just sensing a potential problem, the barman brought 
another fresh beer bottle in front of them both, averting the need for further discussions. 


"l'Il take the fresher one", Izzy said while grabbing the beer that had just been served. 
"Thanks', the guy said before turning his back to Izzy in order to return to the conversation with his friends. 


Izzy shook his head wondering what this had been about exactly before lighting a cigarette and starting to sip 


on his beer. He was watching the people around and cursing himself once more for having followed his 
bandmates around here. He was not in his element here either, even if he looked the part and if the Gunners 


were treated like royalties nowadays on all of Sunsets bars and clubs, since they had become famous. 


A moment later, the guy turned back towards him. His noisy friends or bandmates seemed to have moved 


away somewhere else. Why did he not take off with them? 

"What are you doing in a place like this?", the guy asked him casually. 

Izzy didn't know what to answer and why the guy was even talking to him again 

"What do you mean?", Izzy answered. 

"You're Izzy Stradlin from Guns r' Roses. | wasn't expecting to find you in a club like this one." 

Izzy sighed. If it had been only up to him, at this hour, he would be drunk at home or maybe in a much 
quieter dive bar with way less people and possibly much more cigarette smoke, to ensure partial camouflage 
from onlookers. 

‘I've been dragged here against my will by my fellow bandmates", Izzy replied with a smirk. 

"Nice to hear I'm not the only one this happens to. My friends wanted to sample LA's nightlife", the guy 
commented. "But this is not my idea of a fun night", he added, passing a hand into his long hair and taking a 


further drink from the bottle. 


"What's your band name?", Izzy asked, surprising himself for his own sudden interest in the guy's own 


business. 

"Mother Love Bone, we're from Seattle." 

He should have bumped into Duff, Izzy thought. They could have caught up on their hometown, the weather, 
the latest Starbucks coffee flavor available and whatnot from rainy Seattle. At this point, though, Duff was 
probably already so plastered that he might not fully remember where he was from. 


‘Never heard of", Izzy said apologetically. 


"We just started, we're not even signed yet. But we got a few concert opportunities over here via our singer 


who knows some guys in LA, so.. Here we are." 


Izzy found the situation funny. He remembered their first mini tour, which Duff had organized, taking them 


from LA. to Seattle at the time they were also an unknown band. 


"Let's go out on the parking lot", Izzy told the guy. "Its more convenient to talk.” 


"Sure. I'm Stone, by the way. | play rhythm guitar too." 


Izzy and Stone spend the next half an hour on the parking lot talking. Stone was the one talking mainly, but for 
once Izzy felt comfortable exchanging ideas and concert anecdotes with someone he had just met. He didn't 
mind standing there in the warm October night, looking at the guy while he was talking about his band and 
their music and aspirations. He was definitely pretty damn good looking, Izzy thought. 


"| guess I'm gonna go back to our crashing place for tonight", Stone said when finishing his beer. "I don't know 


where the others went. Not that | mind..." 
"Do you want to go somewhere else?", Izzy asked. "The night's still young.” 
"| would but | don't know much about the city. You?" 


"| pretty much know all the shady places you don't wanna hang around or end up at. But | know some cool 
spots too. You trust me?" 


"Can't be worse than this club here. So if you have a better venue to propose, l'm up for something new and 


some adventure, I'll give it a try." 


Izzy nodded. He had also noted that when Stone took up his invitation, he cleverly answered to avoid saying that 
he trusted him. He was probably wise not to. 


Stone followed Izzy to his car, which was in the VIP area of the club's parking lot. He avoided the city main 
streets’ traffic by taking backroads and shortcuts to arrive to a much less crowded two-lane avenue at the 


end of Sunset. It seemed to be taking them away from the buzzing activity of the city center. 


As they drove, Stone was trying to look at the landscape outside but it was dark and despite the street lights 
illuminating here and there the side of the road, there was not much to see around. Stone gave up his urban 
sightseeing attempt and instead kept himself busy checking what music Izzy had in his car. Hendrix was on 
when they left the club parking lot. Stone changed it to Led Zep once they were cruising on the motorway. 


"Page fan, huh?", Izzy asked. 
"Like you, it seems." 


Stone had noted that Izzy had all their albums on cassettes in the car, along with some Alice Cooper and 
AC/DC, and a few Rolling Stones for good measure. 


Izzy didn't talk much while driving and Stone continued to feed most of the conversation, reflecting out loud 
about growing up in Seattle, his former band and his new one and the music he liked. It definitely was strange. 


Izzy noticed again that for once he didn't mind hearing someone talk so much. If it had been Steven talking like 


this, Izzy would have probably gagged him since an hour with his own belt. It was different with this guy. 
Stone was articulate and saying intelligent things, at least what he was thinking seemed so to Izzy. 


Several miles further, Izzy exited the motorway. They drove for a short while on the main road and then Izzy 


took a turn into what seemed to be a very narrow small way into a forest. It was not really a road, it was 


more like a local path but it was covered in concrete, so it was drivable. 


The guitarist from Seattle looked through the window but couldn't see anything. There were no lights around 


anymore. Izzy noticed his passenger appeared curious and maybe a bit concerned as well. 

"Relax. I'm not taking you to a bad place", Izzy said. 

‘lm sure that's what any psycho would say before locking up their victim in an abandoned cabin in the woods", 
Stone replied. "But | guess l'm relieved to see we're probably not going clubbing. Still, it looks like we're driving 
through the kind of remote areas where people end up murdered or chased by fricking monsters in horror 
movies. You still got gas if we need to make a U-turn?" 


"Half a tank", Izzy chuckled. 


"Peachy", Stone answered. 


When Izzy surprises Stone 


It wasn't Stone's style to follow someone he had just met to an unknown place. He was usually much more 
careful and level-headed. Yet, for some reasons, even if this was out of character, he had felt at ease with 
Izzy when they started talking on the club parking. Stone also had to admit to himself that Izzy had struck his 
fancy. The guy was not the usual big-mouthed and extravert rock star type. He wasn't fitting too much the 
image he had of their band either, at least from what he had seen and heard from the media. Truthfully, 
though, Stone was not a fan of the band so he probably never really paid proper attention to the media frenzy 
around them and whether what was said sounded plausible or exaggerated. All this did not matter to him 
anyway. Izzy's personality was intriguing, different from the people he would hang out with back home and 


they had a lot in common musically speaking. 


A few minutes after Izzy had tried to reassure Stone about their final destination, faint lights and shapes of 
houses through the trees began to appear. Seeing traces of civilization made Stone feel a bit better. Almost at 
the same time, Izzy suddenly interrupted Robert Plant by turning off the radio in the car. He pushed a button 


and made his front window and the front passenger's one go down. 
"Listen", he said to Stone while stopping the car and turning off the engine. 


Stone closed his eyes and took in the ambient sounds. It was very calm, nothing to listen to apart from insects’ 
noises and branches and leaves shaken by a light wind. He opened his eyes and saw that Izzy was looking at 
him, waiting for a reaction. Stone tried again and focused a tad more on the unfamiliar environment till he 


finally heard it. The sound of the waves and the ocean He smiled and looked back at Izzy. 
"Where are we exactly?", Stone asked. 


"A little place | got myself now | have some money. It's a five-minute walk from here, we can't take the car 


much further." 


Stone wasn't feeling worried anymore. He loved the seaside and the ocean. They were not going to some other 
crazy party or crowded place, so this was a very nice surprise. He stepped out of the car and joined Izzy who 
was waiting for him a few feet in front. There were dim lights at ground level lining up the pathway. Stone 
hadn't noticed them at first because of the car bright lights but now that everything was dark around them, 
he saw you could make out your way on the path. It was probably easier during daytime but since Izzy knew 
the place, he just had to follow him. 


Five minutes later, they emerged from the small forest and arrived on a beach. They were still in the dark 
but the few lights around proved just sufficient to let Stone see the ocean further away in front of them. 
Closer to him, there were six small houses scattered around that stretch of sand. Izzy pointed to the one at 


the extreme right. 


"Pretty little beach house", Stone said with a whistle of admiration. 


"Yes, it's small but it's on the beach and its away from everything, so it's nice." 


"You still have neighbors, though", Stone remarked as he noticed that one of the houses on the left had its 
lights on inside. 


"They are not often occupied and when they are, nobody bothers anybody here." 


Izzy unlocked the front door and turned on the lights before letting Stone in. There were a couple of lights 
that turned out outside as well, under the small porch and on each side of the small house, right below the 
roof level. Stone saw better how it looked outside. The place must be really gorgeous during daytime, he 
thought. Too bad they came here at night, although the night sky and the thin moon crescent shining over the 
ink blue of the ocean was not a bad sight either. 


Inside, it was pretty simple, a little bit like a mountain chalet but beach style with white paint on the walls and 
wood accents and paneling all around. There was a big main room with a decent size kitchen corner and a table 
with four chairs around it. The rest was basically a living and lounge area with a couple of plushy armchairs 
and low coffee tables, a dark blue rug as well as two small grey sofas with colorful pillows and blankets on 
them. There was a surf board in one corner next to an almost empty bookshelf and there was also a fireplace 
with grey stones decorating the mantel. Next to the kitchen area, there was a corridor which wasn't lit and 


that Stone supposed led to a bedroom and a bathroom. 


"I hope this is more your style to hang out and chat than a packed glitzy Sunset club", Izzy told him as they 


walked around the living area and he went to open one of the windows. 

"Definitely. Looks perfect for chilling out 

"Make yourself at home", Izzy said. "Ill get us something to drink" 

Stone walked up to the couch that was closest to the fireplace. He noticed an acoustic guitar leaning against 
the wall. He picked it up and started strumming on the strings while glancing around, admiring the simplicity of 
the decor inside and hearing the rolling sound of the waves coming from the open window. 

Izzy came back with cold beers and a bottle of Jack. 

"Don't know what you prefer", he said to Stone putting the bottles on one of the coffee tables. 

"Beer is fine, thank you", he replied and took one while handing over the guitar to Izzy who did not take it. 


"| have another one in the bedroom. I'll go grab it." 


An instant later, Izzy was back with another acoustic, bare foot and without his jacket. He sat on the couch 
next to Stone and took a sip of Jack. He also got out his pack of Marlboro and his lighter. As he was getting a 


cigarette, Stone stopped him. 


"| got something better, if you prefer", he said after reaching in his shirt front pocket and getting out a couple 
of joints. "To give us a head start on chilling out." 


Izzy smirked at the sight of what the other guitarist was proposing. He had pot in the bedroom too, but it was 
rice to see the guy had similar tastes in term of entertainment. Izzy thought he probably wasn't using any 
stronger drugs, which was a good thing. He despised his own addiction and would try to stay clear from other 
junkies. It was bad enough to have to hang around his bandmates and be surrounded with their own drug 
addictions of all kinds on tour and in the studio or whenever they would go out together. It was refreshing to 
be around this cool guy from Seattle. He was surely better off staying away from hard drug shit and stick to 
pot and beer, like Izzy did in his youth when he was still in high school. Izzy shrugged off these thoughts and 


snapped back to the present moment. 
"All the way from Seattle?", Izzy asked with a grin 
"Yes, local specialty’, Stone confirmed. 


Izzy took his lighter and lit the joint that Stone was holding for him. He took a few drags before handing it back 


to Stone and starting playing on his acoustic. 


The evening, which had transitioned to the middle of the night already, was now much more promising than 
when Izzy started it at the club with Slash and Duff. The sound of the ocean, some Jack and being alone here 
with another guitarist who was as friendly and interesting as he was attractive. Hopefully he was a good 
guitarist as well. Izzy was suddenly in a very good mood, trying to guess how the rest of the night would turn 
out. Maybe he would go easy on the Jack, because if something could happen, he'd like to remember it. 


As the night unfolded, they smoked and jammed. They spoke and laughed. They drank and played some more. 
They didn't know what time it was but they weren't tired of jamming. They were lazily enjoying the night and 


each other's company. 


They had put the guitars aside for a moment, discussing about their respective bands. Stone was talking about 
Andy and Izzy was talking about Axl. It seemed clear to each other that they were both having close 
relationships with their respective singers. There was a big difference, though. Andy was taking heroine, Axl 
wasn't. Stone understood that Izzy was using too, even if he only hinted at it during their conversation. He was 
probably not the type to talk about that too much so Stone didn't ask any question. He wouldn't have guessed 
though. He thought Izzy looked pretty normal, where normal meant not strung out, except for the effects of 
the alcohol and pot so far. He wasn't judging but he couldn't help feel bad for him, just like he always did when 
the subject and the issue came up as far as Andy was concerned. He tried not to think of that though, not to 
ruin the mood. Izzy was more relaxed and talkative now and even if he had not known him for long, Stone felt 


this was a precious moment and he liked to hear Izzy's soft voice telling him stories. 


"Maybe we should swap singer. | send you Axl and you let us have Andy for a few months, that would give us 


a nice break’, Izzy proposed as they were finishing to compare their singers’ worst traits. 


"| don't know, Izzy, I've seen Axl on TV and am not sure | could handle him", Stone replied laughing but meaning 


what he just said. 
"Bullshit. You'd have him wrapped around your finger in no time", Izzy said with a smirk 
"You think?", Stone asked looking very doubtful about his natural capabilities at managing the Gunners’ singer. 


Yes, indeed, Izzy thought so. Axl would find this guy and his occasional smart mouth annoyingly charming and 
he would probably drive him crazy, sure, but in the end, whatever this pretty boy would ask or tell him, Axl 
would likely end up doing. Ok, maybe Izzy exaggerated a tad. That was more what he was feeling for this guy 
right now. 


Izzy hadn't had any male crush in years. Besides hooking up with girls, he had had his fair share of one night 
stands with guys at the time he arrived in LA, enjoying his freedom in a city where nothing was frowned 
upon. He had started a few relationships too but they never lasted long and he never really thought about 
those that much. He was way too young and careless to think about that back in those days. Then there had 
been Axl, of course, when he finally joined him in California, and somehow Axl was always in his heart and in 
the back of his mind but that was a whole different affair than anyone he had ever slept with. Izzy was going 
out and sleeping with girls these days. He had had a couple of more long-term girlfriends over the last two 
years but they never satisfied him fully. He loved this, right now. Being around someone who wasn't impressed 
by his band's success, shared his interest in music, played guitar and understood what being in a band meant, 
the good things and the bad things. No obligations and no complications. 


"Izzy?" 


Stone's voice calling his name brought him back to reality. He was looking at him with a frown, still waiting for 


an answer to his last question. 


"Yes", Izzy sighed, replying a bit late. "I was thinking about something.. Sorry", he continued while passing his 


hand over his face, as if to remove whatever thoughts he still had on his mind. 

"No problem. But | think I'll pass on your indecent proposal.” 

Izzy raised an eyebrow, not sure to understand what Stone was meaning now. 

"The singer swap idea’, Stone clarified, winking at him playfully. "ld rather be in the same band as you than 
have him as the singer in my band", Stone said with a coy smile, leaning his head on his hand as he was 


resting his elbow on the back of the couch. 


"A band with two rhythm guitars?", Izzy asked sounding not convinced. 


"| can play lead, that solves the issue’, Stone mentioned. 


"Because between you and me, you think you'd be the lead?", Izzy snorted, not even wondering what they'd do 


with Slash at this point. 


Izzy felt challenged but couldn't help liking the innocent arrogance of that unknown Seattle guitarist. He sounded 
so self-assured but not vain. It was natural and likely unnerving to some people but not to him. It was a bit of 


a turn-on actually. 


"I think you would like it", Stone simply said, his hazel eyes sparkling with something Izzy couldn't identify but 
that made him melt a little inside. 


Izzy's eyes were locked onto the young cocky guy. He was just a few years younger than him; he was only 22 
from what he had said in the car. Izzy wasn't used to meet people like him. He was so naturally sure of 
himself and serious, but at the same time, there was some part of game in all this. Stone was flirting with 


him tonight and Izzy was liking it. 


When Stone turns Izzy on (or the other way around?) 


They hadn't stopped staring at each other since Stone's last statement. Maybe it was just thirty seconds of 
silence but it felt like a very long time. Strangely enough, though, it wasn't a heavy and awkward silence. They 
both seemed to relish the moment as they were looking into each other's eyes, trying to figure out what 


would happen next. 


Izzy's mind was starting to race in many directions. Axl would hate it if he knew what he was thinking of doing 
right now with this guy but fuck Axl. They weren't together really since a year at least, and Axl was so 
complicated. It was never working. Each time they had tried to be together, they had ended up arguing for no 
reasons and hurting each other. Remembering his own situation with Axl, Izzy was wondering whether Stone 
was sleeping with his band's singer. The way he had talked about him, he seemed quite fond of him, afraid for 
him because of his drug habits but he did not really give any further clue about what could be going on 
between them. For now, however, he was here with him and he was interested in more than jamming. That 


much seemed clear. They both seemed on the same wavelength so why think of anyone else? 


Izzy made the first move, running his hand over Stone's arm, which was still resting on the back of the couch. 
He had taken his navy shirt off earlier and he was just wearing a white short-sleeve t-shirt with sketchy 
drawings of grey palm trees and stars on it. Izzy's hand continued on Stone's upper arm, sliding under the 
sleeve, all the way to his shoulder. Stone's eyes followed the course of Izzy's hands but he didn't move. Yet, 
his body reaction told Izzy all he needed to know when he felt goosebumps on the other guitarists skin. Instead 
of saying anything, Stone simply anchored his free hand around the back of Izzy's neck and pulled his face 
closer to his, his eyes glistening with anticipation, stopping before their lips touched. 


"Yes?", Stone whispered against Izzy's mouth. 


"Fuck, yeah..", Izzy answered before pressing his mouth on Stone's and, as he deepened the kiss, ran his hands 


and entangled his fingers in thick strands of wavy hair. 


Stone reciprocated the kiss, first tracing a bit over Izzy's lips with the tip of his tongue before exploring Izzy's 
mouth. He made sure to keep his eyes open to admire the other man's facial expression as he started to lose 


himself in the heat of the moment, succumbing to Stone's caresses up and down his back. 


Izzy let the younger guitarist have his way with him as they continued making out. He recalled the comment 
he had just made about the fact that Izzy would like him being the lead and, guitar playing considerations aside, 
right this moment, he was enjoying being pursued and feeling Stone's exploratory touch through the thin fabric 
of his shirt. After a while, however, he couldn't resist and moved him on top of his lap. Although Stone was 
straddling him, Izzy was in control now, kissing him on the mouth or on his neck, as he pleased, holding the 
back of Stone's neck with one hand. Their make-out session was slowly but surely turning into foreplay when 
Izzy started caressing the other guitarist's crotch. Izzy's first caress down between Stone's legs earned him a 
long moan against his mouth as they were still kissing. The caress became more insistent and Izzy's palm 


rubbing on his hard-on was driving Stone crazy. 


"Let me take my jeans off", Stone panted in Izzy's ear. 
“Take everything off while you're at it", Izzy coved in his ear. 


Stone smiled at that remark and rolled off from Izzy's lap onto the side of the couch to undress. Izzy stood up 
and decided he should probably do the same. He took off his jeans and underwear. Stone sat up and started to 
kiss him again, at the same time taking care of unbuttoning Izzy's shirt. Once the shirt was undone, he pushed 
it off Izzy's shoulders. As they continued to kiss, Izzy's arms snaked around Stone's waist, moving slowly down 
his hips and further around to his flat and firm ass. He could feel his erection brushing over his own. Stone 
was quite thin, more or less the same height and slender figure as Izzy. Izzy took a step away in order to 
admire better the handsome body he was holding against his own. An instant later, the two guitarists were in 
the beach house bedroom to continue what they had started in the living room. 


Stone was caressing and gently gripping Izzy's cock, slowly building pressure with up and down movements, 


rubbing his thumb on the dripping head. 
"Fuck, your hand feels good but | want to feel your mouth too..", Izzy let out between heavy breaths. 


The younger guitarist gave him a wide grin before kissing him lightly and trailing his way down with his mouth. 
Stone moved in-between Izzy's legs, slowly kissing up one thigh and then the other, while caressing his hips. 
Izzy was lying on the bed, resting on his elbows, not wanting to miss the sight of Stone's body working on his. 
He was in rapture, enjoying the feeling of Stone's lips on his skin and his hair softly brushing against his legs. 


Stone's mouth was hot and assiduous, taking Izzy's full length with a steady rhythm. Izzy knew however that it 
might not be enough to make him come because of the smack in his body, not even thinking about the whisky 
and pot from the evening. Also, he wanted to taste Stone and make him smile and cry his name. Cutting short 
his own pleasure after a few minutes, Izzy gently tugged on Stone's hair to make him stop, inviting him to 
return to his mouth, where he could savor his own taste on the other guitarists mouth. 


"Your mouth's heaven", Izzy said between kisses. "Let me return the favor", he added as he pushed Stone on 
his back and started to slide down on the bed, letting his hands and fingers run all over his smooth and slender 
upper body. 


Stone gasped and moaned as he felt Izzy going down on him. Izzy's licking and sucking brought Stone on the 
verge of orgasm in no time. He didn't remember having been so close so fast. Izzy was pretty good at this, he 


thought to himself. 
"Stop, Izzy.. | don't want to come yet..", Stone begged him. 
"No, come for me.. Enjoy it..", Izzy answered before taking him back in his mouth and placing a few expert licks 


on the head of Stone's cock while using his hand to put more pressure on the lower part of his member and 


on his balls. 


Stone yanked his head back into the pillow and closed his eyes, trying to resist longer. This proved hopeless 
after merely a minute. He couldn't hold it anymore and he felt Izzy was doing everything he could to make him 


come anyway. It was a pointless fight. 
"Oh, shit... | can't." 


Stone didn't finish his sentence and instead exploded in Izzy's mouth with a long moan that turned into a growl 
as the intensity of his climax peaked. 


With a satisfied smirk on his face for a job well done, Izzy crawled back across the mattress to be at Stone's 
level again, covering partly his body with his own and leaving him to revel in his post orgasm high for a while. 
Stone's eyes were half-closed, giving him a dreamy and blissful look. Izzy thought he was looking even better 
like this. He buried his face in Stone's hair while lying next to him, waiting for both of them to catch their 
breath. 


"Wanna be inside you.. I'll make you come again.", Izzy said softly against Stone's ear. 


Stone smiled at the promise of more pleasure to come but since he was a bit wary about it, he thought he 


had to let Izzy know what to expect. 


‘| haven't been with a guy for a while, so.. Be nice, ok?", Stone told him, rather than asked with this matter- 


of-fact way he seemed to have about many things. 


Izzy was pleased to know he wasn't a slut or any other guy's current boyfriend, which was similar to his 
current situation. What Stone just said also confirmed that he wasn't sleeping with the singer of their band. 
Izzy was somehow happy to hear that too, although he did not even know the singer. 


lm not a nice boy, Stone, but | can be very smooth’, Izzy teased him back 


Izzy reluctantly moved away from their embrace to reach out and search inside his bedside table drawer for 
some lube which he had brought there a few weeks ago, in case he would have managed to get Axl to visit 
and things would have turned out well. It would have been a very long shot but sometimes Izzy was optimistic 


and for once, this proved useful. 


He chased the image of his bandmate and friend away from his mind. A slight glance on the side at the man 
who was lying in his bed was more than enough to make him forget about the impossible situation with his 
red-haired singer. As he was turning his attention to the younger guitarist, Izzy couldn't miss a touch of 
apprehension that was lurking over Stone's face. Sure, he was still turned on and ready to go but he had a hint 
of shyness or something else in his look. He was about to make sure that whatever it was, it'd be gone in no 


time. 


"Dammit, Stone, you look so fucking good.. Just relax and trust me..", Izzy told him before pinning his hands 


above his head and planting a long kiss on his lips before Stone could reply anything. 

If Izzy hadn't fucked a guy in a while, he surely still knew how to and how to do it well and Stone's body 
response was everything Izzy needed as confirmation he still had the moves. There was nothing like seeing this 
handsome guy writhing and arching himself under his touch and thrusts. From then onwards and for a long 
moment, their language restricted itself to eye contacts and kisses, caresses and whispers, moans and pleasure 
cries. The sight of Stone's pleasure and second orgasm as well as the sensation he got from being inside him 
eventually got Izzy over the edge faster than what he would have thought. Still breathless, he fell on his back 
next to Stone who took a few seconds to continue taking in his sexual high before moving. Finally, he turned on 
his side to look at Izzy. He passed one hand over Izzy's face to move away his hair from his eyes, wiping some 
sweat off his forehead at the same time. 


"You're ok?", Stone asked him. 


"| should be asking you that’, Izzy chuckled as he opened his eyes and caught sight of Stone's beaming face not 
too far from his. 


Stone rolled his eyes at the comment: 
"You didn't think | sounded happy enough?" 

"No doubt.. And you sounded sexy too", Izzy added. 

The remark made Stone blush a little. He quickly turned around and stood up from the bed 
"Ill go take a shower", he said with a smile. 


"Next door on the right", Izzy said. "I'll go turn off the lights over there and get us drinks for the night. You 


stick to beer?" 

"Water, pleasel", he yelled from the bathroom. 

When he was out of the shower and walking back in the bedroom, all was dark in the house. Stone could just 
guess Izzy's shape sitting against the headboard, smoking a cigarette. He had opened the window of the 
bedroom to let the ocean air in. There was a bottle of water on the nightstand on his side. He climbed back in 
the bed, sliding under the bed sheet and taking a few long sips from the bottle. 


"| need to be back in LA. tomorrow, downtown", Stone said. 


"IIl drive you back", Izzy responded while sliding himself more comfortably into bed as well. "Let's not talk 


about tomorrow. Nicer to think about right now, or rather twenty minutes ago." 


"Nicer not to think at all", Stone corrected him. "Just feel", he added as he leaned his head against Izzy's chest 


and let one of his hands travel down Izzy's stomach till it reached his belly button, where it stopped. 


Stone drifted to sleep like that, lying alongside Izzy and feeling his lower abdomen rise and lower steadily as he 
was calmly breathing in and out. Izzy turned his head to watch the other guitarist sleep, managing to 
distinguish the fine features of his face even in the dark He had finished another cigarette. He ran his fingers 
into Stone's hair very lightly in order not to wake him up. It was still a little damp from the shower. Izzy was 
ready to fall asleep as well. 


When Izzy surrenders to Stone 


The day after, which was only a few hours later, Stone woke up in an empty bed. The sun was up and he had 
no clue what time it was but there was no sign of Izzy in the bedroom. He turned around in bed and saw a 
piece of paper on Izzy's pillow. ‘Gone swimming’. Stone put the piece of paper on his nightstand and got up. He 
went to the kitchen and looked at what was around. He found coffee in one of the cupboards so he started to 


prepare some. 


Coffee was ready since a moment when the front door opened and Izzy walked him, hair still wet from his 


morning swim. 


"Good morning", Stone said sitting on the couch with just his boxers on and holding a hot coffee mug in his 
hand. "I made coffee." 


"Nice", Izzy said dropping his soaked towel on the table. 
He went to the kitchen and poured himself a cup. Stone joined him to catch-up on his morning routine. 
"Did you have a good swim?" 


"Pretty good, weather is nice but the water is already a bit cold at this time of the year. Then | took a long 


walk in the sun to warm up. Hot coffee is a great idea, thanks." 


| need to go back", Stone said to Izzy. "We have to leave today and the others are probably freaking out not 


seeing me." 
"IIl drive us back, don't worry. We can get food on the way if you're hungry", Izzy told him. 


"l'Il skip breakfast but thanks. | wish | could stay longer", Stone said feeling awkward about cutting short their 


morning time. 

"When do you guys leave LA?", Izzy asked. 

"Today. We play tomorrow night in San Francisco." 

"We should get dressed. If we leave now, we'll be in the city in two hours max", Izzy said 
"What time is it now?" 

"Just before 4 o'clock", Izzy answered. 


Stone walked up to him and leaned against him before starting to kiss Izzy's neck. 


"You taste very good with sea salt", Stone commented between soft pecks and licks on Izzy's shoulder and 


collarbone. 
"We're never gonna be there in two hours if you start like this", Izzy commented. 


"I know. If | can call them to tell them I'll be there around noon, it should be ok. They went out last night, they 
probably won't wake up before I0 or Il o'clock” 


"There's no phone here but there's one at the grocery shop on the main road, we'll pass it when we'll drive 


back to the motorway", Izzy said. 
"lIl call from there then" 


Stone moved away from Izzy, turned around and left the kitchen. On his way out, he gave a glance at Izzy who 


put his coffee mug on the counter and instinctively followed him back to the bedroom. 


"You should have woken me up. | would have gone swimming with you", Stone said as he sat on the bed before 


letting himself fall flat on his back. 
"You were sound asleep but | don't sleep that much, so | got up", Izzy said as an excuse. 


The truth was that Izzy liked being all alone in the morning on the beach and before that, he needed to shoot 
up and that was also a type of activity that was best left for his eyes only. Now, of course, seeing Stone 
almost naked with a small bulge already in his boxers and stretching like a cat on the mattress was making 
him want to hop back under the sheets with him. It was almost 4.00 am. If they were lucky and traffic wasn't 
too bad, ninety minutes should be sufficient to drive him back. If they'd show up around noon wherever it was 
that his band was staying, it would be fine, Stone just said What did Izzy have to do today? Most likely nothing. 
At least, he couldn't remember anything was planned. And if he had forgotten something important, Axl would 
surely call him to scream his guts out over the phone if he picked it up or on his answering machine back in 


his apartment, so one way or another, he'd be reminded if he forgot something in his social agenda 

Izzy crawled on the bed and let one hand travel across Stone's chest and stomach. Stone took the opportunity 
to grab him in his arms before rolling him under his own body. He sat up, his knees on each sides of Izzy's 
thighs and leaned over him, holding his hair off his face with one hand and caressing Izzy's jaw with the other. 
Izzy didn't protest so he leaned further, grinding his hardening self against Izzy's leg. 

| want you", Stone hushed and blushed a little as he said the words. 


Izzy smiled and moved himself up ready to flip position and push Stone down on the mattress but the younger 
guy resisted and shook his head. 


"No... | top this time", Stone told him with this gentle and polite but non-negotiable way he could have about 


things. 


Izzy wasn't sure what to reply. He hadn't let many people top him. Obviously Axl didn't count, because he knew 
him so well and since so long and he trusted him, so even if he was a bit of a controlling psycho most days, 
he was fine with him. But this guy? They had spent the night and he fucked him yesterday but he didn't know 
him, really. All he knew was that the guy was cool. He looked and was almost too good to be true. He also 
perhaps had spellbinding abilities because Izzy's will power seemed to have vanished this morning and he wasn't 


feeling capable to say no to the handsome man who was hovering above him. 


Stone was sensing that Izzy was surprised by what he had just said and he might be debating whether to 
accept his request. He was about to say something more and started to open his mouth when Izzy lifted his 
hand and put his index finger over Stone's slightly parted lips. 


"Shh... Don't talk now", Izzy simply said. 


Without further hesitation, Izzy started to push his swim shorts down from his waist. Stone was surprised 
but moved away from him to let him take them off completely and at the same time removed his own boxers 


too. 


Moving back on top of Izzy, Stone placed a long kiss on Izzy's mouth which tasted of coffee and sea salt. It was 
a rather unexpected combination but it was quite appetizing. As their kiss finished, Izzy reached out for 
Stone's right hand and brought it to his mouth. He started to suck on three fingers while staring up at him. 
The sensation of Izzy's tongue flicking around his fingers as well as the look in his lustful eyes sent shivers 
down Stone's spine. Izzy was waiting for him and wanted this as much as he did. Stone realized how Izzy just 


gave in to him without saying a single word. This summed up pretty well the guy, he thought. 


The younger guitarist had a big Cheshire cat smile on his face as he started to glide down Izzy's body, getting 


his fingers out of the Gunner's mouth to put them somewhere even hotter and softer. 


After some careful finger playing and warm-up, he finally slid into Izzy. Stone let out a long sigh, enjoying fully 
the pressure he felt around his cock as he was pushing himself in. Izzy's hands clinched Stone's hips and he 


moaned softly, as if he tried not to but couldn't help it. 


Stone took his time even if it was difficult for him to hold on and delay his own gratification but Izzy's panting 
and the way he would bite his lower lip once in a while were hard to watch without losing control. His thrusts 
had been gradually pacing up, making Izzy's body undulate under his own each time he'd touch that so sensitive 
spot deep inside of him. Feeling his own pleasure building up as well, Stone started to stroke Izzy's cock 
rhythmically, in syne with his own hip movements. Izzy's hands travelled up his shoulders and pulled Stone 
down towards him for a kiss and then another one and another one. It seemed he couldn't get enough of the 
younger guitarists mouth till he turned his head towards the left, nestling his face into Stone's hair, his 
breathing even more labored. Stone was getting lost in the closer contact and the feeling of Izzy's more erratic 


exhales against his ear. In-between pants, Izzy's voice almost startled him. 


"Now... Stone, I'm fucking there, so close.. Come with me..", he uttered with the same husky voice that he had 
been whispering to him last night. 


Oddly enough, compared to last night, the roles were reversed but Stone was having the feeling that Izzy was 


still in control, although he was on the receiving end. 

One more stroke of Stone's fingers on the slit of the sensitive head of Izzy's cock was all that the Gunner 
needed to reach his climax, spilling himself with a low growl in Stone's hand and against both their stomachs. 
Stone jerked his hips one last time and followed suit, slowing down a little his movements as he exploded inside 
Izzy. He could still feel Izzy pulsating around him and waited a little bit before sliding out, to enjoy every last 
bit of sensation he could harvest from Izzy's body. 

'Izzy.. Wow.. You felt so good", Stone managed to say before collapsing over him. 

Izzy eventually moved Stone's hair away from his face and he rolled him on his side. 

"Fuck, Stone.. | should tie you to this bed and keep you here for whenever | come over", Izzy joked out loud. 


"You'd get tired of me after a while, don't bother", Stone chuckled 


Izzy didn't answer anything but he was wondering how long it would take him to actually get tired of this and 
him. It was better not to think too much about that, he told himself. 


"You sure you still have to go back?" 
"Shit, yes, | do", Stone told him. 
"Ok, | was just checking..", Izzy said. 


Unfortunately, there was not too much more time to linger around for the two of them. They knew they had 
to get going. They both took a quick shower before getting dressed. Izzy put some black coffee in a big travel 
mug to take with them during the ride back downtown. 


As they walked out of the beach house, Stone gave a last long look at the surroundings and the beautiful view 
under the morning sun before making his way into the trees behind Izzy to go back to the car. 


It was a few minutes before noon when Izzy stopped his car in front of the house where Stone's band was 
staying. They had forgotten to stop at the grocery store which had a public phone earlier on when they hit 
the road to be back in the city. So at this point, Stone was guessing that his friends must have all been up and 
noticed that he hadn't spent the night there. And in case they hadn't noticed yet, they would very soon as he 
had to ring to get in 


"They're gonna quiz me big time", Stone said. "I'm usually the serious and reliable one, not the one who sleeps 


around..", he added while rolling his eyes at himself and the irony of his situation 
Izzy laughed at that remark. 

"Should | be flattered?", Izzy asked. 

"Of course, you should’, Stone replied. 


He gave a look at the house, like he was hesitating to leave, but then he turned back towards Izzy while 
scribbling something on a piece of paper which he took from his jeans pocket. 


"Next time you're in Seattle, if you want a guided tour, call me." 


"lIl remember that", Izzy said when taking the folded piece of paper on which Stone had written his phone 


number and name. "Good luck with your band and the rest of the concerts" 
"Thanks", Stone answered. "And Izzy... Be careful, ok?" 

Izzy frowned 

"About what?" 

"In general. Just take care of yourself, Stone added 


Stone gave him a last smile and exited the car, quickly walking up the steps to the house and ringing the bell. 


Izzy thought it would be best if they did not see who drove him back so he turned the engine back on and left. 


A little later that day, back in his apartment, Izzy pulled out the piece of paper that Stone had given him with 
his number. He unfolded it and saw that it was a small flyer for their LA. concert of the night before. It had 
their picture in black and white with blue prints for the date, venue and time. Stone was on the left of the 
picture, right next to a guy with long light-colored hair, probably bleached blond. No doubt their singer. 


Izzy folded back the announcement flyer and put it on one of his book shelves in the living room, tucking it 
behind a little carved wood box where he kept his lighters. He smiled at himself and lit a cigarette before 


checking his answering machine. He had two missed calls from this morning. Duff and Slash, who were certainly 


checking back with him and wondering why he dumped them last night at the club. 


